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DANCING  ON RUINS
ARE YOUR NERVES strong? Then join me on a
tour of Warsaw in January. We are standing in front
of a large building. Looking upwards, we see that it has
no roof. But here is an entrance and through the doors
we can hear a band playing tunes which are as popular
in London as they are here.
Entering through the doors and passing along a dimly
lit corridor we find ourselves, although it is quite
early evening, in a "night club". It is a large room
with lights that must once have shone brightly, but
Warsaw's electricity in January, 1940, is not what it
used to be.
You would expect a night club in Warsaw to be empty
these days. It is not. It is crowded with men who try in
vain to make a good impression, with women whose
hysterical laughter betrays their artificial gaiety as an
expression of despair.
Warsaw is dancing on ruins. It is a ghastly spectacle.
The spectacle of a few hundred Poles whom a miracle
saved from death. Is this really a night club? It could
just as well be a lunatic asylum, for every one of the men
and women present would be certified insane by any
brain specialist in the world. The men are Poles on whom
the instinct of self-preservation has played a cruel tricL
They have submitted to the Nazi invaders in horror and
fear of the fate that has overtaken thousands of their
brethren. Those others have either been led away into
German slavery or huddled together on one of the public